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had the Act of Attainder passed its third reading
in the Commons (loth January) than Fitzwilliam
was sent to Isleworth to convey her to the Tower.
She resisted at first, but was of course overpowered,
and  the  sad  procession  swept  along  the  wintry
river Londonward.    First came Fitzwilliam's barge
with himself and several Privy Councillors, then,
in  a small  covered  barge,  followed  the   doomed
woman, and the rear was guarded by a great barge
full of soldiers under the aged Duke of Suffolk,
whose  matrimonial   adventures  had   been   almost
as numerous as those of his royal brother-in-law.
Under the frowning portcullis of the Traitors' Gate
in  the  gathering  twilight   of  the   afternoon,   the
beautiful girl in black velvet landed amidst a crowd
of   Councillors,   who   treated   her  with   as   much
ceremony as if she still sat by the King's side.
She proudly and calmly gloried in her love for her
betrothed   Culpeper,   whom   she   knew   she   soon
would  join  in  death.     There  was  no  hysterical
babbling like  that  of her  cousin, Anne Boleyn;
no regret in her mien or her words now.    Even as
he, with his last breath, had confessed his love for
her, and mourned that the King's passion for her
had stood in the way of their honest union,  so
did she,  with  flashing  eyes  and  blazing  cheeks,
proclaim   that   love   was   victorious   over   death;
and that since there had been no mercy for the
man she loved she  asked  no  mercy for   herself
from the King whose plaything of a year she had
been.
On Sunday evening, isth February, she was told
that she must be prepared for death on the morrow,
and she asked that the block should be brought